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Kick The Chair 


Author's Notes: 

| haven't posted in forever, and | know there is a lot of other fics | should be updating, but this popped into 
my head and | had to write it. Basically this story is a gang war mostly focused around Dave and David, told 
from David's POV. (He is 33 in this chapter.) | hope you all enjoy it! (Ill update my other fics asap, | swear) 


November |982, Somewhere in LA 

Smug bastard. 

Who does he think he is? 

| dropped my half-smoked cigarette onto the ground besides me, lifting my combat boot to stomp it out. | 


drew my black leather jacket closer around me, shivering slightly in the brisk November air. Here | was on a 


Friday night, leaning up against a alleyway wall across from a Denny's at Zam. The shit | do for money. 


| nonchalantly glanced into the said Denny's, fingering the worn edge of my jacket as | did And there he is, 
stuffing his face like the pig he is. 


My target. 


| watched him as he sipped his coffee, alone. | wonder if he knows what's coming for him. His bright, orange, 


curly hair cascaded around him, shielding his eyes from me. 


"Heyl" | tore my eyes away from the Denny's. A pair of drunken idiots were stumbling up behind me, their 
breaths pooling out into the coldness as they chuckled to each other, the grime and dirt on them apparent in 
the moonlight. Probably thought | was lost, was easy prey. They lurched to a stop not 5 feet from me. 


"You lost or something?" The bigger one leered. | fucking knew it. Fools. | turned to fully face them, still leaning 
against the rough brick wall of the alleyway. 


"Are you sure you're not the lost ones?" | asked him, an edge to my voice. Just please fucking go away. | don't 


have time for you. 


He adjusted the maroon beanie on his head, a puzzled look on his face. The smaller one shuffled a bit closer to 


me. 


"We ain't lost. This our turf. An’ you on it" He bared his yellow teeth. Meant to be threatening lm sure, but | 
almost chuckled out loud. | slipped my hand behind my back, gripping my knife stashed in my belt. 


"Listen, just back off and leave me be." | narrowed my eyes at them, hoping they'd take the hint. 


"Come on Lars.. He ain't worth it." The bigger one took a step back, already losing interest in me, glancing back 


the way they came to gawk at some scantily dressed prostitutes prowling the next street over. 


The small one named Lars hissed and impatiently waved his hand at Big One. He slightly cocked his head, 
studying me. He ran his eyes over my honey-blonde hair; my Thin Lizzy T-shirt and jacket; down my jeans and 


to my boots. | in turn ran my eyes over him, over his short brown hair; ratty tank top; his skinny jeans. 


"Now, you look familiar. Like | seen you before.. Yea, I've seen you before." Now it was his turn to narrow his 
eyes. "I've seen you over at the boss’ place. You one of them." He trailed off, spitting on the ground. "Ay 
James, what are they called? Those guys who kill for money?" 


Big One lumbered back over to us, standing next to Lars. “Bounty hunters." He glanced at me. "You think this 


dude is a bounty hunter? Those guys are only in like, westerns or some shit." 


"You dumb fuck, they ain't only in westerns. They everywhere. And I'm telling you, | seen this dude at the 


boss’ place!" 


While they decided to bicker amongst themselves like the children they were, | glanced back at the Denny's 
behind me. 


Shit. He's gone. 


| growled in the back of my throat. This isn't just a target for money. This is personal. And he's not getting 
away. Before they could even react, | turned away from them, walking across the thankfully clear street 


towards the Denny's. 


"Ay! Where do you think you're going?" | heard them call at me. | glanced back, smiling with satisfaction when | 
saw Small One run out into the street, only to have to jump back, to avoid being scrambled eggs on the 


pavement as a semi roared by. 


| briskly walked into the Denny's, almost crashing into a mother with her small child. "Sorry." | muttered, as 
she glared at me. | ignored her frosty stare, going up to the front desk 


A young girl, no older than twenty, looked up as | approached. She gave me a tentative smile. "How may | help 


you?" 
| smiled back at her, tilting my head slightly and doing my best to be charming. 


"There was a man here just now.. With bright orange hair. Do you know where he went?" She glanced towards 


the kitchen, picking up a blue ball point pen and fiddling with it nervously. 


"l-Im not sure if | can tell you personal information about our guests.” | noticed her feather earrings, which 
matched her baby blue uniform. | leaned closer her over the desk, brushing back some stray hair from her 


face. Startled, she looked me in the eyes, turning red. 


"IIl tell you what, since you're such a pretty girl, you tell me where he went, and I'll buy you some nice new 
earrings. How does that sound?" | gently flicked her left earring, watching her turn more red. She dropped her 
pen, flustered. 


"l-l, yes, | will g-go look around for him." She trotted off towards the bar, next to the bathrooms. | took this 


time to glance behind me, sighing in relief when | didn't see either one of the drunken idiots. 


The girl returned, tapping me on the shoulder. "He is in the bathrooms," she whispered to me, glancing around 
to the kitchens again | smiled at her again, swooping in to kiss her cheek. She let out a squeak, turning cherry 


red. 


"Thanks darling. You'll see those earrings soon" | turned my heel and promptly walked out, into the poorly lit 
parking lot. | took my knife out from my belt, flicking it open. | calmly spun it in my hand, mentally preparing 
myself. 


The bastard did have it coming, regardless of Marty's money. That was just a pleasant bonus. Luckily Marty's 


only requirements for his arrival was "alive". | couldn't wait to beat him within an inch of his life. 


| peeked into the restaurant, seeing him at the counter paying for his meal. | glanced behind me to the far end 
of the parking lot, making sure my 6% Ford Mustang was still were | had left it. 


Dave Mustaine was in for one hell of a ride. 


